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been a cold winter day, and in only a light dress, with a
cotton kerchief over her head, she had walked the entire
length of the city with an oil tin in her hand as though
she were going to buy kerosene.
Another time she had arrived in a strange city to visit
some friends, and on climbing the steps to their flat dis-
covered it was being searched. It was too late to turn
back, so she boldly rang the bell of the flat downstairs
and planted herself, bag and baggage, on those unknown
people,
"You can hand me over to the police if you wish, but
I hardly think you would do such a thing," she had said
after frankly explaining the situation.
They were so frightened that they did not sleep a wink
all night, expecting a knock at their door any minute, but
they did not hand her over, and on the next morning
laughed heartily at the adventure.
Still another time she had dressed as a nun and travel-
led in the same railway carriage, even in the same com-
partment, as the spy who was following her. He had
boasted to her ,of how cunningly he was tracking this wo-
man. He thought she was riding in a second-class carriage
of the same train; at every station he would get out to
look for her, and on returning would say to the nun:
"Nowhere to be seen—probably gone to sleep. They get
worn out too—their life's no easier than ours."
The mother laughed and glanced at her companion
affectionately as she listened to these stories. Sophia, tall
and slender, stepped along lightly on her shapely feet.
There was something brave and wholesome in her manner
of walking and talking, in her cheerful, husky voice, in
all of her straight figure. She had a youthful approach
to everything, and wherever she looked she was sure to
find something to bring her joy.
"What a lovely pifae!'5 cried Sophia, pointing to one
of the trees. The mother stopped and looked—the pine
was just like all the others.
"Yes,   it's  a  nice  tree,"   she   laughed, watching  the
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